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his mind seemed susceptible of no relief. The services of
the Church accorded with his depressed condition 5 they
were the only events of his life, and he cherished them.
His attendants now permitted and even encouraged him to
speak, but he seemed entirely incurious and indifferent.
Sometimes they read to him, and he listened, but he never
made remarks. The works which they selected had a re-
ligious or ecclesiastical bias, even while they were ima-
ginative; and it seemed difficult not to be interested
by the ingenious fancy by which it was worked out, that
everything that was true and sacred in heaven had its
symbol and significance in the qualities and accidents of
earth.

After a month passed in this manner, the surgeons having
announced that Lothair might now prepare to rise from
his bed, a veiled attendant said to him one da3T, l There is a
gentleman here who is a friend of yours, and who would
like to see you. And perhaps you would like to see him
also for other reasons, for you must have much to say to
God after all that you have suffered. And he is a mos*
holy man.'

* 1 have no wish to see anyone.    Are you sure he is not
a stranger ? ' asked Lothair.

t He is in the next room/ said the attendant. c He has
been here throughout your illness, conducting our services;
often by your bedside when you were asleep, and always
praying for you.'

The veiled attendant drew back and waved her hand,
and some one glided forward and said in a low, soft voice,
* You have not forgotten me ? '

And Lothair beheld Monsignore Catesby.

* It is a long time since we met,' said Lothair, looking at
him with  some scrutiny, and  then all  interest died away,
^nd he turned away his vague and wandering eyes.

* But you know me ? '